"B"                                                   INDIAN
away. I can't think how I can have missed him,
but he didn't so much as give a jump, so I think
I must have. As soon as I had fired they all flew
up that tree. Well, I can't blaze into the middle
of that lot; and I'm very late. I must get off to
College."
It took me most of the morning arranging the
flowers the gardener brought in. The roses are just
coming on, and they look charming in our flat
"Satsuma" bowls, and the zinnias always delight
me: zinnias (and tulips) are the most purely decor-
ative of all flowers and their colours seem just
exactly right for India, orange, crimson, pink and
cinnamon. I put some poinsettias in a vase of
boiling water; so far they are bearing up well. I do
hope that they'll be a success, as they'll look lovely
against our cream-washed walls.
E. brought Mr. D------to lunch, as they both had
to attend a Governing Board meeting at College
this afternoon. I can't help liking Mr. D------,
chiefly because he has such a lively sense of humour,
and it is gratifying to see his vast bulk heaving
silently after some little pleasantry, but also because
he reminds me very much of one of my childhood's
favourite characters in fiction, Mrs. Tiggywinkle,
of the Peter Rabbit Series, whose eyes "went
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